The Bully W HI G: 


OR, 


The Poor W hores L anenpnan for the appeileniny 


Sir THOMAS. ARMSTRONG. 


 Tothe Tune of, 4b ! Cruel Bloody Fate | &c. 


T. & 
H !- Crue! Bloody "> - 
What canlt thou les for more, 
Than to recuive the Doom 
Of all thy Crimes betore ? 
For all thy boid Confpiractes = 
Thy Head muſt pay the (core 3 
Thv Cheats and Lies, 
Thy Box and Dice, . 
Will ſerve hy turn No mare, 


i 

Ungrateful thankleſs Wreech! 

How could'(t thou hope in vain 
(Without the reach of Ketch) 

Thy Treaſons to maintain F 
For Murders long ſince done and paſt, 

Thou Pardons haſt had (tore, 

And yet would'(t (till. 

Stab on, and kill, 
As if thou hop'dit for more. 


| 1. -; 
Yet Tom, cr he would ſtarve, 
Viore Blood reſolv'd to've ſpilt p 
Thy fight did only (ſerve 
To ;uſtifie thy Guilt - 


While They whoſe harmleſs Innocence. 


Submit to Chains at home, 
 Areeach day freed, 
While Traytors bleed, 
And luffer in their room, | 


1v. | 
When IWhies a PLOT did Yo. 
What Peer Jultice fled ? ; 
In the FANATICK PLOC 
_ Tomdutrlſt not ſhew his head. 
Now Sacred Juſtice rules aboye, 
The Guiltlels are ſet free, « 
And the Napper's napt, 
And Clapper clapt 
In his CONSPIRACY. 


” 


| 


V. 
Like Caiy, thou haſt a Mark 
Of Murder on thy Brow ; 
Remote, and in the dark, 
Black Guilt did till purſue ; 
Not Ezgland, Holland, France, or pain, 


The Ws can defend ; 
He will be found 


In Fetters bound, 
To pay for't in the end. 


VI. 


17om might about the Town 


Have bully'd, huti'd and roar'd, 


_ | By every "Rh known, 


Been for a Mars adord : 
By friendly Pimping and falſe Dice 


Thou mighr'(t have longer liv'd, 
Hecor'd and ſhamm'd, 


And ſwore and gam d, 


Hadſt thou no Plots contriy'd. 


VIL. 
Toms Once was Cocks hoop 
Ot all the Hutffs in Town ; 
But now his Pride muſt ſtoop, 
His Courage is pull'd down : 
So long his Spurs are grown, poor Tom 
Can neither ily nor fight; 
__ Ah Cruel Fate! 
_ __ Thatat this rate 
| The "Squire ſhou d foil the Kight / 


Vir 


But now no remedy, 


It being his juſt Reward; 


' [In bisown Trap, you ſee, 


The T'yegre is enſnar'd : 
So may all Traytors fare, till all 
Who for their Guilt did fly, 
With Bully Tor 


By timely Doom 


| Lixe bum, unpity d die. 


Sold at the Entrance into the 01d-Spring-Garden, 1 684. 


